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1 * is ſcarcely poſkble that any one ſhould. entertain” 
a more humble opinion of the following little Pro- 
duction, than ſhe who preſents it to you. It is a trifle 
which, ſhe confe ſſes, has but a very {lender claim to 
your protection; but ſhe conſiders that your name will 
be an ornament. to her book, as your friend{hip has 
been an honour to its author, : 
Where merit is inconteſtible, and characters are de- 
cided by the concurring ſuffrage of mankind, praiſe 
becomes almoſt impertinent. It is abſurd. to be induſ- | 
trious in proving truths ſo ſelf-evident, that no one 
ever thought of controverting them, 


I may be accuſed of advancing a ſlartling propo- 
ſition, when I declare that you are an enemy to the 

- Muſes ; but if it be allowed that deſcription and in- 
vention are the very ſoul of poetry, I ſhall be juflified 


by the world in general, who conttantly behold you 
Vol. II. 7» ; . ; A | 
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Ro ( J j | 
diſplaying talents which cannot be deſcribed, and exs 


Dus excellencies which leave nothing to be ima“ 
gined. 


Whatever reaſon I may find to regret my having 
ventured theſe little Poems into the world, I ſhall at 
leaſt have no common pleaſure in recolleQing one cir« 
eumſlance attending them, ſince they furniſh me with 


an occaſion of e you with what eſteem and as | 
miration 


1 am, Sir, 


Your moſt obedient, 


and very humble Servant, 


HANNAH MORE, 
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SIR ELDRED OF THE BOWER, 


= ” 


By HANNAH MORE. 


— — — v— ä — 
— — 5 


PART I. 


O noſtra Vita, ce. fe bella in viſta / 
Com' perde agevolmente in un momento, 
Quel, chen molt" anni a grand pena & acquifta lt 
| NT PETRAR CA» 
f was a young and valiant koight, 
Sir ELDRED was his name, 


And never did a worthier wight 
The rank of knighthood claim. 
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Where gliding Tay her ſtream ſends forth, 
To feed the neighbouring wood, 
The ancient glory of the North, 
Sir Eldred's caſtle ſtood. 


The youth was rich as youth might be 
In patrimonial dower; 

And many a noble feat had be 
Atchieyed, in hall, and bower. | 


He did not think, as ſome have thought, | 
Whom honour never crown'd, 
The fame a father dearly bought, 
Cou'd make the ſon renown'd,. 
* 


He beiter thought : a noble ſire, 
W ho'gallant deeds had done, 
To deeds of hardihood ſhould lire 

- brave and gallant ſon, 


The are anceffry on and 
Without deſert is poor; 
And every deed of lofty worth 

ls but a claim for more. 


Sir Eldred's heart was good and kind, 

Alive to pity's call j © 

A crowd of virtues grac'd his mind, | 
He lov'd, rd felt for all, | 


When merit * the ſufferer· $ name, 2 


He ſhow? r'd his bounty then; 4 


f And thoſe who could not prove that elaim, | 


He ſuccour'd ſtill as men. 


But eie che Muſe compels. 155 
His errors to impart; 

And yet the Muſe reluftant, tells 
The fault of Eldred's heart. > 


Tho' kind and gentle as the dove, 
As free from guile and art, 
And mild, and ſoft as infant love 

The feelings. of his heart; 


Fl 


«< 8s» 


Yet if the paſſions ſtorm'd his foul, 1 
By jealouſy led on: 
The whirlwind rage diſdain'd ned), 

And bore his virtues down. 


Not Thule's waves ſo wildly break. 
To drown the northern ſhore ; 

| N ot Etna's entrails fiercer ſhake; 

Or Scythia' 9 roar. 


As when i in ſummer's tel day, 
To fan the fragrant morn, 

The ſighing breezes ſofily ſtray 
O'er fields of ripen'd corn; 


Sudden the lightning's blaſt deſcends, 
Deforms the ravag'd fields ; 85 

At once the various ruin blends, 
And all reſiſtleſs yields. 


But when, to clear his ſtormy breaſt; 
The ſun of reaſon ſhone, 

And ebbing paſhons ſunk to reſt, 

And ſhew'd what rage had done: 


O then what anguiſh he betray' d! 
His ſhame how deep, how true ! 

He view'd the waſte his rage had made, 
And Adder d at the view. 


Ag 


. 
The meek · ey d dawn, in ſaffron robe, | 
Proclaim'd' the op'ning day, 
Up roſe the ſun to gild the globe, 
And hail the new-born May; 


The birds their vernal notes repeat, 

And glad the thick*ning grove, 
And feather'd partners fondly greet 
Wich many a dong of 209k, 3 


When pious Eldred walk'd abroad. 
His morning vows to pay, 


And hail the univerſal Lord 
Who gave the n 4 


That done —he left his 3 FEY 
And journey'd. far away :. 


He lov'd to court the ſtranger ſhade,. FE 


And thro' the lone vale ſtray. 


Within the boſom of a wood, 
By circling hills embrat' d, 

A little, modeſt manhon ſtood .. 
Built by tbe hand of taſte. 


While many, a prouder caſtle fell, 
This ſafely did endure ;- 


The houſe where guardian virtues 4b. 
Is ſacred and Lech NE 


= 


(7) 
Of eglantine an humble fence 
Around the manſion ſtood, 


Which charm'd at once the raviſh'd a ſenſe 


And ſcreen'd an infant wood, 


The wood-receiv'd an added FIRE] 
As pleas'd it bent to look, 5 
And view'd its ever verdant face 


Reflected on a brook. 


The ſmallneſs of the ſtream did well 0 


The maſter's, fortunes ſhew ; 


But little ſtreams may ſerve to tell 


From what a ſource they flow. 8 


This manſion eben an 1 aged knight, | 


And. ſuch a man was he, 


As heaven juſt ſhews to human ſight, | 


To tell what man ſhould be. 


His youth in many 4 well-fought field Th. 


Was train'd betimes to war; 
His boſom, like a well-worn ſhield, 
Was grac'd with many 3 a ſcar, 


The vigour of a green old age | 
His reverend form did bear; 


And yet, alas ! the warrior-ſage . 


Had drain 'd the dregs of kate: 


4 


( 


„ 
And ſorrow more than age can break, 
And wound its hapleſs prey; 
»Twas forrow furrow'd his firm cheek, 
And turn'd his bright locks grey. 


One darling daughter ſooth'd his cares, 
A young and beauteous dame; 
Sole comfort of his failing years, 
And BIRTHA was her name. 


Her heart a little ſacred ſhrine, 
Where all the virtues meet: 

And holy Hope, and Faith divine, 
Had claim'd it for their ſeat. 


She rear'd a fair and fragrant bower 
Of wild and ruſſic taſte, 

And there ſhe ſcreen'd each fay'rite flower: | 

From every ruder blaſt. 


And not a ſhrub or plant was there 
But did ſome moral yield; 

For wiſdom, by a father's care, 

Was found in every field. 


- The trees, whoſe foliage fell away, 
And with the ſummer died, 

He thought an image of decay. 
Might lecture human pride. 


(9) 


While fair „ perenmial greens that ſtood, 
And brav'd the wintry blaſt, 

As ty pes of the fair mind he view'd 
Which ſhall for ever laſt. 


He taught her that the gaudieſt flowers 


Were ſeldom fragrant found. 


But waſted ſoon their little powers, 
up uſeleſs on the ground ; 


While the ſweet-ſcented roſe ſhall u, 
And boaſt its fragrant power, 

When life's imperfect day is paſt, 
And N ſhorter Nahr. 


And Ve the. virgin lord to lead 
Her inoffenſive day, 

And here (ke oft retir'd to read, 

And oft retir'd to pray. 


Embower'd ſhe grac'd the woodland e 


From courts and cities far, 
The pride of Caledonian maids, 
The peerleſs northern ſtar. A 


As ſhines that bright and blazing ſtar, 
The glory of the night, 

When failing thro' the cloudleſs air, 

She ſheds her ſilver ee 


. 


le) 


So Birtha ſhone But when ſhe ſpoke 
The Muſe herſelf was heard, 

As on the raviſh'd air ſhe broke, 
And thus her prayer preferr'd : 


« O bleſs thy Birtha, Power Supreme, 
In whom I live and move, 

And bleſs me moſt by bleſſing him 

| Whom more than life I love.” 


| She ſtarts to hear a ftranger's voice, 
And with a modeſt grace 

She lifts her meek eye in ſurprize, 
And ſees a ſlranger's face. 


The ſtranger loſt in tranſport Rood, 

| Bereft of voice and power, 

While ſhe with equal wonder yiew'd 
Sir ELDRED of the Bower. 


The virgin bluſh which ſpreads her cheek. 
Wich Nature's pureſt dye, 
And all thoſe dazzling beams which break, 
Like morning, from her eye. 


He view'd them all, and as he view'd. 
Drank deeply of delight ; j 

And ſtill his raptur'd eye purſu'd, 
And fealted on fight, 


N i N 
With filent wonder long they gaz d, 
And neither ſilence broke; 
At length the ſmoother'd paſſion blaz'dg 
Enamour'd Eldred ſpoke: 


« O ſacred virtue, heavenly power ! 
Thy wondrous force I feel ; 

I gaze, I tremble, I adore, 
Yet die my love to tell. 


* My ſcorn has oft the dart repell'd 
Which guileful beauty threw, 
But goodneſs heard, and grace beheld, 
Muſt Py heart ſubdue,” 


| Quick © on the ground her al were e caſt, | 
And now as quickly rais' 
Her father haply that way WY 
On whom ſhe trembling gaz'd, 


Good Ardolph's eye his Birtha meets 
With glances of delight; 
And thus with courteous ſpeech he greets 
The young and graceful knight: 


OO galant youth, whoe'er thou art, 
Thou'rt welcome to this place; 
There's ſomething riſes at my heart 

Which ſays I've ſeen 3 face. 


. = . 
« WP. » A - 
L 8 e r 


. | 0 VA 1 | 
| — 2 2 5 #. 4b * 4 7 
1 — —— — 2 a 1 


. 12) 
6 Thou . knight,” the youth eva. 


e Tho! little known to fame, 
1 truſt I bear a grateful mind 
* Eldred is my. name.“ 


te Sir Eldred 1”—Ardolph loud exclaim'd, | 
: Renown'd for worth and power ? £75, 
For valour and for virtue fam'd, | SEES 


Sir Eldred of the Bower b 


« Now make me grateful, righteous Ln po 
As thou art good to me, 


Since io my aged eyes tis given 
Sir e ſon to ſee! . | 


Then Ardolph 8 him by the hand, 
And gaz*d upon his face, 
And to his aged boſom ftrain'd, 

* With many a kind embrace, 


Again he view'd him o'er and o'er, 
And doubted ſtill the ung, 
And aſk'd what he had aſk'd before, 5 
Then thus addreſt the T | 


Hap 


x 


6 88 now beneath my roof I pray, 
Some needful reſt to take, 


And with us many a cheerful r 


4%," 
* 


"Oy friendly armen make,” 


N 
He enter'd at che gate ſlraightwaßf 
Some needful reſt to take; 
And with them many, a cheerful daß 
Did friendly ſojourn make. 


ABT: Ie 


NCE twas upon a wks 's alk, 
The gaudy day was fled; 
1 hey cheated time with cheerful alk, 
When thus Sir Ardolph ſaid : 


et Thy father was the firmeſt friend | 
That ere my being bleſt ; 

And every, virtue Heayen could ſend, 
. Faſt bound him to m breaſt, 


« Together did we learn to TRY ; 
The caſque and ample ſhield ; 
Together learn'd in many a war, 


The deathful ſpear to wield. 


To make our union Qiu more BE 
We both were doom'd to prove 
What is moſt ſweet and moſt ſevere 


In heart - diſſolving love. 


* The daughter of a neighbouring knight | 8 


Did my fond heart engage; 
And ne'er did Heaven che virtues write 
Upon a fairer page. 
Vor, II. 7. ; B 
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oy His boſom felt an equal: wound, 

Nor ſighed we long in vain; 

One ſummer's ſun beheld u. bound foe Hs 
In Hymen's holy chain. 


e. Thou waſt Sir Eldred's ö only child, 
Thy father's darling joy 3. 

| On me a lovely 1 6. et. 2 * 
On me a blooming boy. 8 


Fain, 
* 


« But man has woes, has clouds of carey 
That dim his ſtar of „ 

My arms receiv'd the little pair, 
The earth's cold brealt N. vife. | 


« Forgive: thou gende knight forgives IN 
Fond fooliſh tears will low; ß; 
One day like mine thy heart may have, 
And mourn its lot of woes: {fonts 5H 


But grant, kind Heaven! thou ne er r may! Ake * 
The pangs [ now impart ; 

Nor ever feel the deadly blowW 
That rives a huſband's heart, * 10 5 


6 « Beſide the dice baba of ry, 

My angel's aſhes ſleep; | 

And where fore ſhould her Ard lay 
Except to Watch and, ,weep®?.. 


—— — 


5 
© I bore my bezütebus babes a , 
With many a Faſtiing tear, 
I left the bloomittg banks of Tay, 
And brought my datlings here. 


«I ways my Httle kowſhold cares, 
And form'd their” rowing youth 3 

And fondly traim'd their infant years 
To love and eheriſhsttuth,” 


Thy blooming Biriha hete I fee;” 

Sir Eldred ftraiptt rejoin'd 4 | 
But why the fon is not with thee, 

Reſolve my doubtisg mind L 


When Birtha did the queſtion heaty 
She ſigh'd, but could not ſpeak; | 

And many n foft and let tear = 
 Stray'd down her daniaſk check. 


Then paſs'd o'er gobd Sir Ardolph's n 
A caſt of deadly pale | 
| But ſoon compoy'd, with ny oy > : 
He thus Ne his * 2 


6 For him my heart b has bled. 
For him, my darling ſon; . 
Has ſorrow preſt my hoary head; 
But Heaven s high will be done. 
B. 2 
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(46) 
6 Scarce eighteen. winters had revoly'd, 
To crown the circling year, | 
Before my valiant ſon reſolv'd 
The warrior's lange to bear. 


* Too high I priz'd my native land, 


Too dear his fame I held, N | 
T' oppoſe a parents fern command, 


And keep him from. the field, 


« He left me—left his biſter too, 
Yet tears bedew'd. his face — 5 


What could a, feeble old. man.do 0 


He burſt from my embrace. 


4 O thirſt of glory, fatal flame ! 
O laurels dearly bought! 


Yet ſweet is death when carn'd with fame — 5 


* 
* 
— Y 4 


So virtuous Edwy thought, nol bf 


Full manfully the brave boy _ 64-7 


Tho' preſſing ranks oppoſe ;. 


But weak the ſtrongeſt arm muſt; prove 
201 34 


Againſt an hoſt of foes. 


A deadly wound my ſon receives, 
A ſpear aſſails his ſide ; 

Grief does nat kill for We lives 

To tell that Edwy 11 


* 
b 


* 
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& His long-lov'd 2 0 Aisch again 
In Edwy's parting gran; 

I wept for her, yet wept in vain— 
I wept for both in one. 


i. ] wou'd have died ſought to die: 
But Heaven reſtrain'd the thought, 
And to my paſſion-clouded eye 
My e a 


* When, lo! ah in, robes of li iht, 
A nymph celeſtial came; 

She clear'd. the miſts that dinun'd my * — 
Religion was her name, 


« be prov'd the ehaſtiſement divine, 
And bade me kiſs the rod; 

She taught this rebel heart of mine 
Submiſſion to its God. 


& Religion taught me to ſuſtain 
What nature bade me feel; 
And piety reliev'd the pain 


Which time can never heal.“ 


He ceas'd—with forrow and delight 
The tale Sir Eldred hears, 
Then weeping eries . Thou noble kph 
For r thanks accept my deres. | 
B 3 


669 


. 0  Ardelph, might 1 . . | 
© To claim ſo bright a boon ! ! 

- Good old Sir Eldred was my ſire 
And thou haſt loſt a ſon. 


& And tho I want a worthier plea | 
To urge ſo dear a cauſe ; 
Vet, let me to thy boſom be 
What once thy Edwy v was. 


46 « My oowbling tongue its Free denies; / 
For thou may ſt diſapprove; 

Then read it in my ardent eyes, 
Oh! read che tale of love. - 


* Thy 8 Birtha 7 .— 4 Gracious were. 
How cou'd I e'er ropine,?!/ -:. 
_ Cries Ardolph, **;fince-I ſee this hour 7 
Yes—Birtha ſhall be, thine,” _ 


A little tranſient gleam of red 
S Shot faintly o'er her face, 
And every trembling, feature ſpread. 
With ſweet diſordered grace. 


The tender father kindly fnil'd 

With fulneſs of content, 
þ + And. fondly eyed his darling child, 1 
e, baſbful,, bluſh'd conſent... 5 g 


( 97 
O then to paint the vaſt delight 
That fill'd Sir Eldred's heart, 
To tell the tranſports of che knight, 
Wou'd mock che Muſe's art, 


But every kind and gracious ſoul, 
Where gentle paſhons dwell, 


Will better far conceive the whola, 


Than any Muſe can tell. 


The more the knight his Birtha n 
The more he priz'd the maid; 


Some worth each day produc'd to view, 


Some grace each hour betray'd. 


The virgin too was fond to charm 7 
The dear accompliſh'd youth; 94-2 

His ſingle breaſt ſhe ſtrove to warm, 
And crown'd, with love, his truth, 


Unlike the dames of modern days, 
Who general homage claim; 
Who court the univerſal gaze, 


And a for public fame, 


Then bevialy but on merit ſmil's, 
Nor were her chaſte ſmiles ſold ; 

No venal father gave his child 
For grandeur, or for gold. 
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The ardour of young Eldred's flamm | 
But ill cou'd brook delay, 8 
And oft he preſt'd the maid: to nn 
2 ſpeedy nuptial day. tn 5 


The fond impatience of his breaſt 
*T'was all in vain to hide, 

But ſhe his eager ſuit repreſt : + 
With modeſt, maiden pride. 

When oft Sir. Eldred preſs'd the dax 
Which was to crown his- truth, 

The thoughtful Sire would ſigh, and lays. 
„O happy ſtate of youh þ.., ... 


te Tt little reeks the woes which. wait 
| Jo feare its dreams of joy, 

Nor thinks to- morrow's alter'd fate 
May all. thoſe dreams deſtroy. 


& And tho? the flatterer, Hope, deceives,, 
And painted proſpetts ſhews:;. u 

Vet man, ſtill cheated, ſtill believes, 
Till death the bright ſcene eloſe. 


&« So look'd my bride; fo fweetly mild, 
On me her; beauty's ſlaye; . 
But whilſt ſhe look'd, and whilſt ſhe mird, bt 
She ſunk into the grave. 10 1 


m7 
t vet, O forgive an old man's care, 
Forgive à father's zeal; 
Who fondly loves muſt greatly fear, 
Who fears muſt greatly feel. 


ee Once more in ſoft and ſacred bands © 
Shall Love and Hymen meet; 
To-morrow ſhall unite your hands, AT. 
And—be your bliſs compleat !” 


The riſing ſun inflam'd the ſky, 
The golden orient bluſh'd; ' © 
But Birtha's cheeks a ſweeter die, 
A brighter crimſon fluſh'd, 


/ 


The Prieſt, in milk-white veſtments clad, 
Perform'd the myſtic'rite ; . 

Love lit the hallow'd torch that led 

To Hymen's chaſle delight. 


How feeble language were to ſpeak 
Th' immeaſurable joy | 

That fir'd Sir Eldred's ardent cheek, - 
And triumph'd in his eye! 10 


Sir Ardolph's pleaſure ſtood confeſt, 5 
A pleaſure all his own; | 


The guarded rapture of a breaſt 
Which many a grief had known. 


( #2 1 
"Twas ſuch a ſober ſenſe of joy 
As angels well might keep: 
A joy chaſlis'd by piety, 
A joy prepar'd to wee. 


To recolie& her ſeatterd thought, 
And ſhun the noon-tide hour, 
The lovely bride in ſecret ſought 
The coojneſs of her bower. 


5 Long ſhe remain — enamour d be, 
Impatient at her ſtay, 


And all unfit to taſte delight 4 
When Birtha was away; Mt 


Betakes bim to the ſeeret, bower 3 
His footſteps ſoftly move; 


3 Impell'd by every tender power, 


He fleals upon * love. 


O, Joe 3 blefling fight 

He ſees his Birtha's charins, m1 *6T 

| Reclin'd with melting, ford delight; 51 461 
Within a ſtranger's ara. 


Pays frenzy fires. his frantie hand,. 
Diſtracted at the fight, _ 
ne flies to where the lovers ſand, 


And flabs the ranger knigkt. 


0 
& Die, traitor, die, thy guilty flames | 
Demand th' avenging ſteel — _ 
It is my brother, ſhe exclaims, 
*'Tis Edwy—Oh farewel 1” | 


An aged peaſant, Edwy's guide, 

The good old Ardolph fought.; 
He told him that his boſom's pride, 

His Edwy, he had brought. 


O; how the faiber's feelings melt! 
How faint, and how revive! _ 

Juſt ſo the Hebrew. Patriarch felt, 
To find his ſon alive. 


“Let me behold my darling's face, 
And bleſs him ere I die?“ 


Then with a ſwift and vigorous: pace, 


He to the bower did hie. 


O ſad revetſe Sunk on the groundd 


His flaughtered ſon he views, 
And dying Birtha cloſe he found HE 
In brother's blood imbrubd. 


Cold, ſpeechleſs, ſenſeleſs, Eldred near 5 


Gaz'd on the deed he had done; 
Like the blank ſtatue of Deſpair, 
Or Madneſs grav'd in ſtone. 


| oa —7 


| "i ( 24 ) 
The father ſaw—ſo Jepthah ſtood, 


So turn'd his woe-fraught eye, 


His zeal had doom'd to die. 


He look'd the woe he add accent; | 
And on the pale corſe preſt 


His wan, diſcolour'd dying cheek, 


And ſilent ſunk to reſt. 


Then Birtha faintly rais'd her eye, 
Which long had ceas'd to ſtream, 


On Eldred fix'd with many a figh 


Its dim, departing beam. | 


The cold, cold dews of batting deack 1 $566. 0 


Upon her pale face land; 


And quick and ſhort her failing breath, 


And tremulous her hand, 


The cold, cold dews of baſtening death, e 


The dim, departing eye, 


| The quivering hand, the ſhort quick breath 


He view'd—and did not die, 


He ſaw her, ſpirit mount in air, 


Its kindred ſkies to ſeek ! 


His heart its anguiſh could not bear, 


And yet it wou'd not break,” 


: When the dear deſtin'd child he e's, 41 51 


- ww" «We * ＋ 4. ; 


10 


The mournful Muſe forbears to tell 
How wretched Eldred died: 
She draws the Grecian painter'sꝰ 1 
1255 The n to hide, 5 


- * Ss # * * 
w * 8 6 „ oy * 
* * 2 » * * 


Yet Heaven's Jerrees | are juſt and wiſe, 
And man is born to bear: . Te 05 MEA 

Joy is the portion of the ſkies, — — 
Beneath them, all is care. 


In the celebrated picture of the Sacrifice of Iphigenta, 
Timanthes having exhauſted every image of grief in the by⸗ 
ſtanders, threw a veil over the face of the father, whoſe for- 
row he was utterly unable to expreſs, „ PRYy 
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The father ſaw—ſo Jepthah ſtood, 0 


So turn'd his woe-fraught eye, 


When the dear deſtin'd child he . 41 11 5 | 


His zeal had doom'd to 9. 


He look d the woe he could not ſpeak, | 
And on the pale corſe preſt 


His wan, diſcolour'd dying cheek, 


And filent ſunk to reſt, 


Then Birtha faintly rais'd Ber 0 


Which long had ceas'd to fiream, - 
On Eldred fix d with many a ſigh 
Its dim, departing beam, © 


The cold, cold dews of kaſlening death 1 
Upon her pale face ſtand; in bn! 


And quick and ſhort her failing breath, 


And tremulous her hand. e Ti 

5 fa 

The cold, cold dews of baſtening death, be [<W 
The dim, departing oel 


The quivering hand, the ſhort quick breath 0 
He view'd—and did not die. 
He ſaw ber ſpirit mount in air, 
Its kindred ſkies to ſeek! 


His heart its anguiſh could not hes 51) 31 


And yet it wou'd not break. 


* 


The mournful Muſe forbears to tell 

How wretched Eldred died : 
She draws the Grecian painter's® — 
The vaſt W to hide. 
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Yet Nerven deerees are juſt and e N 
And man is born to ber: | | 

Joy is the portion of the ſkies, 
Beneath them, all is care. 
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In the celebrated. picture of the Sacrifice of Ibhigenta, 
Timanthes having exhauſted every image of grief in the by- 


ſtanders, threw a veil over the face of the father, whoſe ſor- 
row he was utterly unable to expreſs, 
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* HANNAH. MORE. 


ue annual wound allurd 
The Syrian damſels to lament his fate, 

In amorous ditties all a ſummer's day; 
While ſmooth Adonis from his native rock 
Ran purple to the ſea, ſuppos'd with blood 

Of Thammuz yearly wounded, - M11TON; 


HERE beauteous Belmont tears its modeſt brow | 
To view Sabrina's ſilyer waves below, my 
Liv'd Lindamira; fair as beauty's queen, 
The ſame ſweet form, the ſame enchanting. mien, 2 1 
With all that ſofter elegance of mind 
uy By genius heighten'd, and by taſte refin'd, 
Vet yearly was ſhe doom'd the child of care, 
For love, ill-fated love ſubdu'd the fair, 
Ah! what avails each captivating grace, 
The form enchanting, or the finiſh'd face? 
Or what each beauty on the heaven-born mind, 
The ſoul ſuperior, er the taſte refin'd ? 
Beauty but ſerves de ſtruttion to enſure, 
And ſenſe, to feel the pangs it cannot cure, 


cc 


buy 


Each neighb'ring youth aſpir'd to gain her hand, 

And many a ſuitor came from many a land. 

But all in vain each neighb'ring youth aſpir'd, 
And diſtant ſuitors all in vain admir'd. | 
Averſe to hear, yet fearful to offend, _ 
The lover ſhe refus'd ſhe made a friend: 
Her meek rejection wore ſo mild a face, 
More like acceptance ſeem'd it, than diſgrace, 

| Young Polydore, the pride of rural ſwains, 

Was wont to viſit Belmont's blooming plains. 

Who has not heard that Polydore could throw 
| Th' unerring dart to wound the flying doe ? 

How leave the ſwifteſt at the race behind, 

How mount the courſer, and outſtcip the wind ? 

With melting ſweetneſs, or with magic fire, 

Breathe the ſoft flute, or firike the louder lyre ? 

From that fam'd lyre no vulgar muſic ſprung, 

The Graces tun'd it, and Apollo ſtrung. 

Apollo too was once a ſhepherd ſwain, 

And fed the flock, and grac'd the ruſtic plain, 

He taught what charms to rural If holang. 

The ſocial ſweetneſs, and the ſylvan ſong; 
He taugbt, fair Wiſdom in her grove to woo, 
Her joys how precious, and her wants how few! 
The ſavage herds in mute attention ſtood, 

And raviſh'd echo fill'd the vocal wood; 

The ſacred Siſters, ſtooping from their ſphere, 

Forgot their golden harps, intent to hear, | 
C 2 
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Till Heav'n the ſcene ſurvey'd with jealous eyes, 

And Jove, in envy call'd him to the ſkies. 5 Bo 

Young Polydore was rich in large domains, 

In ſmiling paſtures, and in flowery plains: 
With theſe, he boalled each exterior charm, 

To win the prudent, and the cold to warm; 
To att the tenderneſs he never felt, 
In ſorrow ſofien, and in anguiſh melt. 
The ſigh elaborate, the fraudful tear, Des 
The joy diſſembled, and the well-feign'd ur, 
All theſe were his; and his the treach'rous art 
That ſteals the guileleſs and unpraftis'd heart. | 

Too ſoon he heard of Lindamira's fame, 

Twas each enamour'd ſhepherd's fav'rite theme; 

Return'd the riſing and the ſetting ſun, 

The ſhepherds fav'rite theme was never done. 
They en her wit, her worth, her ſhape, her air! 
And ev'n inferior beauties thought her fair, 

© Such ſweet perfection all his wonder mov'ds 

He ſaw, admir d, nay, fancied that he lov'd ; 7 


© Not Palydars-noceal-paſfion Knew, 
Loſt to all truth in feigning to be true. 


No ſenſe of tenderneſs could warm a heart, 
Too proud to fee}, too ſelfiſh to impart. 
Cold as the ſnows of Rhodope deſcend, 
And with the chilling waves of Hebrus blend ; 
So cold the breaſt where vanity preſides, 
And mean ſelf-love the boſom feelings guides, T6 


%% Of, 
Too well he knew to make his conqueſt ſure, 


Win her ſoft heart, yet keep his own ſecure, 


So oft he told the well imagin'd tale, 

So oft he ſwore how ſhould he not prevail? 

Too unſuſpecting not to be deceiv'd, 

The well-imagin'd tale the nymph believ'd; 
She lov'd the youth, the thought berſelf belov'd, 


Nor bluſh'd to praiſe whom ev'ry maid approv'd. 


Alas! that youth, from Lindamira far, 

For newer conqueſts wages cruel war; 

With other nymphs on other plains he roams, 

Where injur'd Lindamira never comes; 

Laughs at her eaſy faith, inſults her woe, 

Nor pities tears himſelf had taught to flow. 
And now her eye's ſoft radiance ſeem'd to fail, 

And now the crimſon of her cheek grew pale; 

The lily there, in faded beauty, ſhews 

Its ſickly empire o'er the vanquiſh'd roſe. 

Devouring ſorrow marks her for his prey, 

And ſlow and certain mines his ſilent way. 

Vet, as apace her ebbing life declin'd, 

Increaſing ſtrength ſuſtain'd her firmer mind, 

O had my heart been hard as his,” ſhe cried, 

An hapleſs victim thus I had not died: 

If there be gods, and gods there ſurely are, 

Inſulted virtue doubtleſs is their care, 
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Then hallen righteous Heaven 1257 tedious fates. 
| Shorten my woes, and end my mortal date: 
Quick let your power transform this failing frame, 
Let me be any thing but what I am! 4, 
And ſince the-cruel woes I'm doom'd to fool - 
Proceed, alas! from having lov'd too well; | 


Nor human weakneſs reach my guarded heart. 
If pity has not left your bleſb abodes 
Change me to flinty adamant, ye gods; 

To hardeſt rock, or monumental ſtone, 

Rather than let me know the pangs I've known | 
So ſhall I thus no. farther torments prove, 

Nor taunting rivals ſay, * the died for love. 
For ſure if aught can aggravate our fate, 
*Tis ſcorn or pity from the breaſt we hate. 
She ſaid—the gods accord the fad requeſt ; 
For when were pious pray's in vain addreſt 7 
Now, ſtrange to tell l if rural folks ſay true, 
To harden'd rock che ſliffening damſel grew 
No more her ſhapeleſs features can be known, 
Stone is her hody, and her limbs are ſtone; 
The growing rock invades her beauteous face, 
And quickly petrifies each living grace; 
The ſtone her ſtature nor her ſhape retains, 
The nymph is vaniſh'd, but the rock remains. 
Yet would her heart its vital ſpirits keep, 
And ſcorn to mingle with the marble heap. 


Grant me ſome form where love can have no part, 


Y 

When babling Fame che fatal tidings e 
Grief ſeiz' d the ſoul of perjur'd Polydore; 
Defpair and horror robb'd his ſoul of reſt, 

And deep compun&tion wrung his tortur'd breaſt, 
Then to the fatal ſpot in haſte he hied, 

And plung'd a deadly poniard in his ſide: 

He bent his dying eyes upon the ſtone, - 

And, Take ſweet maid,” he cried, my parting groatt? 
Fainting, the ſteel he graſp'd, and as he fell, 24 
The weapon pierc'd the rock he loy'd ſo well; 

The guiltleſs ſteel aſſail'd the mortal part. 

And flabb'd the vital, vulnerable heart, 

The life-blood- iſſuing from the wounded flone,./ 
Blends with the crimſon current of his c ovens 

And tho? reyolving ages fince haue paſt, | 

The meeting torrents undiminiſh'd' laſt; 

Still guſhes out the ſanguine ſtream amain, 

The ſtanding wonder of the ſtranger ſwain. 

Now once a- year, ſo ruſtic records tell, Y 
When o'er the heath reſounds the midnight bell; 3 
On eve of Midſummer that foe to ſleep, 

What time young maids their annual vigils keep, 
The tell- tale ſhrub“ freſh gather'd to declare 
The ſwains who falſe; from thoſe who conſtant are: 
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- * Midſummer-men, conſulted as oracles by village maids, 


. 6.2) | 
When es in leaking chains the church-yard walk, 


. And to the wondering ear of fancy talk : 


When the ſcar'd maid ſteals trembling thro" the grove, £8 
To kiſs the tomb of him who died for love: Ph 
When, with long watchings, Care, at length opel, £1 
- Steals broken pauſes of uncertain reſt; 5 
Nay Grief ſhort ſnatches of repoſe can take, 
And nothing but Deſpair is quite awake: 
Then, at that hour, ſo ſtill, ſo full of fear, 
When all things horrible to thought appear, 


1 Ts perjur'd Polydore obſerv'd to rove 


A ghaſtly ſpefre thro? the gloomy grove ; 
Then to the rock, the Bleeding Rock repair, 
Where ſadly ſighing, it diffolves to air. 
Soll when the hours of ſolemn rites return, 
The village train in ſad proceſſion mourn ; | | 
Pluck every weed which might the ſpot diſgrace, 
And plant the faireſt | held-flow'rs in their place. 
Around no noxious plant, or floweret grows, 
But the firſt daffodil, and earlieſt roſe: 
The ſnoy-drop ſpreads its whiteſt boſom here, 
And golden cowllips grace the vernal year; 
Here the pale primroſe takes a fairer hue, 
And every violet boaſts a brighter blue. 
Here builds the wood-lark, here the faithful dove 
Laments her loft, or wooes her Uving love. 
Secure from harm is every hallow'd neſt, 
The ſpot is ſacred where true lovers reſi. 


a 8] 


To guard the rock fora each malignant ſprite 
A troop 6f guardian ſpirits watch by night 
Aloft in air each takes his little land, 

The voighb'ring bill is hence call'd dart Land. 


5 L 1 8 "WM 
2 Dr YOUNG. 


TUCH ; is talk'd of bliſs ; ; it is the art | 
Of ſuch as have the world in their poſſeſſion, 
To give it a good name, that fools may envy : 

For envy to ſmall minds is flattery. 
How many. lift the head, look gay, and ſmile, 
Againſt their conſciences! And this we know; 
Yet, knowing, diſbelieve; and try again 
What we have tried, and ſtruggle with conviction: 
Each new experience gives the former credit, 

And reverend grey threeſcore is but a voucher, | 

That W told i is true. TY 
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F By contiaiiban Failand, a a bil well 3 in 3 
ſhire ; not far from this is The Bleeding Rock, from which 
conflantly iſſues a craplon current. 


TEE SPLENDID SHILLING, "a 5 


An Imitation of Milton, * 


. By = PHILLIPS. 


— — 


— Sing, heavenly mille, — 
Things unattempted yet, in proſe or rhyme," 
A Shilling, Breeches, and N dire. 


APP che wan, W void of cares and Arife, 8 
In ſilken, or in leathern purſe retains. | 
A Splendid Shilling: he nor hears with pain 
New oy ſters cry'd, nor ſighs for chearful ale; 
But with his friends, when nightly miſts ariſe, 


0 Juniper's Magpye, or Town-Hall* Face 


Where, mindful of the nymph, whoſe wanton eye 
Transfix'd his ſoul; and kindled amorous flames, 
| Chloe, or Phillis ; he each circling glaſs 
| Wiſheth her health, and joy, and equal love. 
Meanwhile, he ſmoaks, and laughs at merry 8 5 
Or pun ambiguous, or conundrum quaint. 
But 1, whom gripipg penury . 
And hunger, ſure attendant upon want, 
With ſcanty offals, and ſmall acid tiff 


1 ns re paſt 5 my meagre corpſe ſuſtain; GE 


— — 


— — — — — 
* Two noted Alchouſes in Oxford, 
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Then ſolitary walk, or doze at home” 
In gatret vile, and with a warming puff 
KRegale chill'd fingers; or from tube as black 
As winter chimney, or well-poltſh'd jet, 
Exhale Mundungus, ill-perfuming ſcent : 
Not blacker tube, nor of a ſhorter ſize 
Smoaks Cambro-Briton (vers'd in pedigree, 
Sprung from Cadwallader and Arthur, kings 
Full famous in romantic tale} when he 
O'er many a craggy hill and barren cliff, 
Upon a cargo of fam'd Ceſtrian cheeſe, 
High over-ſhadowing rides, with a deſign 
To vend his wares, or at th' Mfromen 'mart, . 
Or Maridunum, or the ancient town 
'Yclep'd Brechina, vr where Vaga's ſtream 
Encircles Ariconium, fruitful ſoil! | 
Whence flow nefareous wines; that well may vis 
With Maſlic, Setin, or renown'd Falern. 
Thus, while my joy leſs minutes tedious flow, 
Wich looks demure; and ſilent pace, a Dun, 
Horrible monſter! hated by gods and men, 
To my aerial citadel aſcends; | 
With vocal heel thrice thund'ring at my gate; 
With hideous accent thrice he calls, L know 
The voice ill-boding, and the ſolemn ſound, 
What ſhou'd I do? or whither turn? amaz'd, 
Confounded, to the dark receſs I fly 
Of woodhole z flrait my briſiling hairs erett 


— 
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Thro' ſudden fear; a chilly ſweat bedews 
My ſhudd'ring limbs, and (wonderful to tell ! 


My tongue forgets her faculty of ſpeech z 


So horrible he ſeems! his faded brow 


Entrench'd with many a frown, and conic beard, _ 


And ſpreading band, admir'd by modern ſaints, 


Diſaſtrous aQts forebode ; in his right hand 


Long ſcrolls of paper ſolemnly he waves, 


Wich characters, and figures dire inſcrib'd, ; 


Grievous to mortal eyes; (ye gods avert 


Such plagues from righteous men) behind him flalks _ 
Another monſter not unlike himſelf, _ 
Sullen of aſpeR, by the vulgar call d 


A Catchpole, whoſe polluted hand the gods 
With force incredible, and magic charms 


. Erft have endu'd, if he his ample palm 4 
Should haply on ill-fated ſhoulder lay 1 
Of debtor, ſtraight his body, to the touch 
Obſequĩ ous, (as whilom knights were wont) 


To ſome enchanted caſtle is convey'd, 


5 Where gates impregnable, and coercive chains 


In durance firi& detain him, till in form 


Of money, Pallas ſets the captive free. 
Beware, ye debtors, when ye walk beware, 14 


Be circumſpeR; oft with inſidious ken 
This caitiff eyes your Reps aloof, and oft 


Lies perdue in a nook or gloomy cave, 
Prompt to enchant ſome inadyertent wretch 


tm ) 
Witch his unballow d touch. So (poets ling) 
Grimalkin to domeſtic vermin ſworn 
An everlaſling foe, with watchful eye 
Lies nightly brooding o'er a chinky gap, 
Portending her fell claws, to thoughtlefs mice FOES 
Sure ruin. So her diſembowell'd web 
Arachne in a hall or kitchen ſpreads, 
Obvious to vagrant flies : the ſecret ſtands 
Withip her woven cell; the humming prey, 
Regardleſs of their fate, ruſh on the toils 
Inextricable, nor will aught avail 
Their arts, or arms, or ſhapes. of lovely TY 
The waſp inſidious, and the buzzing drone, 
And butterfly proud of expanded wings 
Diſtinct with gold, entangled i in her ſnares, 
ſeleſs reſiſtance make: with eager ſtrides, 
She tow' ring flies to her expected ſpoils; 
Then, with envenom'd jaws the vital blood 
Drinks of reluctant foes, and to her cave 
Their bulky carcaſſes triumphant drags. 
So paſs my days. But when nocturnal ſhades 
This world envelope, and th' inclement air x 
Perſuades men to repel benumbing froſls 
With pleaſant wines, and cracking blaze of wood; 
Me, lonely fitting, nor the glimmering light 
Of make-weight candle, nor the joyous talk 
Of loving friend delights; diſtreſs'd, forlorn, 5 
Amidſt the horrors of the tedious night, 
Vox. II. 7. D -. 


* . 
Darkling I ſigh, and feed with diſmal thoughts 


My anxious mind ; or ſometimes mournful verſe 


| Indite, and ſing of groves and myrtle ſhades, 


Or deſperate lady near a purling ſtream, 


Or lover pendent on a willow-tree., 


Meanwhile I labour with eternal drought, 


And reſtleſs wiſh, and rave; my parched throat - 


Finds no relief, nor heavy eyes repoſe ;z 
But if a ſlumber haply does invade 


My weary limbs, my fancy's ſtill awake, - 


Thoughtful of drink, and eager, in a ; dream, 

Tipples imaginary pots of ale. 

In vain; awake I find the ſettled Piet. 

Still gnawing, and the pleaſant phantom curſe. i 
Thus do I live from pleaſure quite debarr'd, 


Nor taſte the fruits that the ſun's genial rays. 
Mature, john- apple, nor the downy peach, 


Nor walnut in rough furrow'd coat ſecure, | 
Nor medlar fruit, delicious i in decay : 


Afflictions great! yet greater fill remain: 


My galligaſkins that have long wichſtood 
The winter's fury, and encroaching froſts, | 
By time ſubdu'd, (what will not time ſubdue 3 FS 
An horrid chaſm diſcloſe, with or iice 

Wide, diſcontinuous ; at which the winds 
Eurus and Auſter, and the dreadful force SE 
- Of Boreas that congeals the Cronian waves, 
Tumultuous enter with dire chilling blaſts, 


| . | 
Portending agues. Thus a well-fraught ſhip 
Long fail'd ſecure, or thro' th' Ægean deep, 

Or the Ionian, till cruizing near 

The Lilybean ſhore, with hideous craſh 
On Scylla, or Charibdis (dang'rous rocks) 
She ſtrikes rebounding, whence the ſhatter'd oak, 
So fierce a ſhock unable to withſtand, 
Admits the ſea, in at the gaping fide 
The crowding waves guſh with impetuous rage, 
Reſiſtleſs, overwhelming ; horrors ſeize 
The mariners, death in their eyes appears, 
They ſtare, they lave, they pump, they ſwear, they pray: 
(Vain efforts ) ſtill the battering waves ruſh in, 
Implacable, till delug'd by the foam, 
The ſhip ſinks found'ring in the val abyſs, 
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SCENES OF MY YOUTH, 
— e 


By JOHN RANYNIE. 


* — 


x 


1 cannot but remember fach as veres 
And were moſt precious to me. 2 
| SHAKESPEARE». 


ah of my youth! ye once were dear, 
Tho? ſedly I your charms ſurvey ; | 
I once was wont to linger: here, 
From early dawn to cloſing day. 
Scenes of my youth! pale ſorrow flings 
A ſhade o'er all your beauties now; 
And robs the moments of their wings, 
That ſcatter'd pleaſure as they flew, 
While, ſtill, to heighten every care, 
Reflection tells me, ſuch things were. 


Twas here a tender mother ſtrove 
To keep my happineſs in view 
I ſmil'd beneath a parent's love, 7 
That ſoft compaſſion ever knew, 
In whom the virtues all combin'd; © 
On whom I could with faith rely ; 3 
To whom my heart and ſoul were join'd 
By mild affeftion's primal tie! 
Who ſmiles in heav'n, exempt from care, 


Whillt I remember ſuch-things were! 


n 
Twas here (where calm and tranquil reſt 

O'erpays the peafant for his toil) 
That, firſt in bleſſing, I was bleſt 

Witch glowing friendſhip's open ſmile, 
My friend, far diſtant doom'd to roam, 

Now braves the fury of the ſeas: 
He fled his peaceful happy home, 

His little fortune to increaſe, 

While bleeds afreſh the wound of care, 
When I remember ſuch things were 1 
*Twas here —ev'n in this blooming grove, 

I fondly gaz'd on Laura's charms, 
Who, bluſhing, own'd a mutual love; 

And melted in my youthful arms, 
Tho' hard the ſoul-confliting ſtrife, 

Vet fate, the cruel tyrant bore 
Far from my ſight, the charm of life 

The lovely maid whom 1 adore, 

It fills my foul with tender care, 
When I remember ſuch things were. 
Here firſt I ſaw the morn appear 

Of guileleſs pleaſure's ſhining day; 
I met the dazzling brightneſs here, 

Here mark'd the ſoft declining ray: 
—Beheld the ſkies whoſe ſtreaming light 

Gave ſplendor to the parting ſun; 
| Now loſt in ſorrow's ſable night! 

And all their mingled glories gone: 
Till death, in pity end my care, 8 
I muſt remember ſuch things were, 
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DAMON AND e 


— 


Ty 70 HN RANNIE. 
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HE ſummer ni 5 Was 3 and ſtill; 


The ſea was ſmooth, the winds were low; 


And from its ſource the village rill, 

Retir'd with mournful lapſe and ſlow, 
The nightingale complain'd aloud, 

The ſortowing dove prolong'd her moan, 
And, ſmiling from the ſnowy cloud, 
The moon with ſoften'd luſtre ſhone. 


The lucid ſtars through azure ſkies, 
All beauteous glow'd, with filvery ſhene 3 
While fair Alfreda's lovely eyes 
With milder luſtre grac'd the ſcene, 
As o'er a barren rock ſhe lean'd, 
And view'd the wat'ry ſwell below, 
She thus her penſive boſom ſtrain'd, 
Wich themes of recolletted woe: 


* When doom'd by untelenting fate, 
My charmer fled his native land, 
What agonies did love create, 
As blooming Damon left che irand 2 


( 43) 
As hov'ring o'er the veſſel's fide, 
I ſaw the foaming billows roll, 
And ſtrength'ning breezes lift the tide, 
A louder tempelt ſway'd my ſoul, 


J gave to grief the tender tear, 
Which melted on my Damon's heart, 
As ſtruck on my aſtoniſh'd ear, 
The dreaded ſignal of Depart.” 
Encircled in his fond embrace, 
I ſtrove to lengthen our adieu, 
Till from that ſhrine of matchleſs grace, 
Forc'd by a rude unfeeling crew. 


« And ſwift, unheld by love's controul, 
O'er breaking waves the veſſel flew, 


I ſaw the day-ſtar of my ſoul 
Decline from my inquiring view. 
My eyes, while faſt he urg'd his flight, 
Purſu'd the object of their care; 
My tearful eyes purſu'd, till ſight 
Was loſt in undiſtinguiſh'd air 17 


TIE BASTARD. _- 


— 


By RICHARD SAVAGE. 


ee — 
8 3 18 


JN gayer bean when high my 555 ran, 
The Muſe, exulting, thus her lay began: 


Bleſt be the Baſtard's birth! thro* wond'rous ways 


He ſhines eccentric like a comet's blaze! 


He lives to build, not boaſt, a gen'rous race: of 


No tenth tranfmitter of a fooliſh face. 

His daring hope no ſire's example bounds ; - 

His firſt-· born lights no prejudice confounds. 

He, kindling from within, requires no flame; ; 

He glories in a Baſtard's glowing name, 7 

Born to himſelf, by no poſſe ſſion led, 

In freedom foſtet'd, and by fortune fed; 

Nor guides, nor rules, his fovereign « choice controul, | 
| His body independant as his ſoul; 


Loos'd to the world's wide range—enjoin'd no bam, 


An Preſcrib'd no duty, and aſſign'd no name: 


Nature's unbounded ſon, he flands alone, 


His heart unbiaſs'd, and his mind his own. - - 
O Mother, yet no mother! *tis to you ; 
My thanks for ſuch diſtinguiſh'd claims are due: 


© You, unenſlay'd to Nature's narrow laws, 


f Warm Be e for freedom' 8 Heres cauſe, 
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From all the dry devoirs of blood and line, 

From ties maternal, moral, and divine, 

Diſcharg'd my graſping ſoul; puſh'd me from ſwore, 

And launch'd me into life without an oar. 
What had I. loſt; if, conjugally kind, 

By nature hating; yet by vows confin'd, 

Untaught the matrimonial bounds to flight, 

And coldly conſcious of a huſband's right, 

You had faint drawn me with a form alone, 

A lawful lump of life, by force your own! 

Then, while your backward will retrench'd deſire, | 

And unconcurring ſpirits lent no fire, 

I had been born your dull, domeſtic heir, 

Load of your life, and motive of your care; 

Perhaps been poorly rich, and meanly great, 

The ſlave of pomp, a cy pher in the ſtate; 

Lordiy negletttul of a worth. unknown, | 

And ſlumb'ring in a feat by chance my own. 
Far nobler bleſſings wait the Baſtard's lot; 

Conceiv'd in rapture, and with fire begot is 

Strong as neceſſity, he ſtarts away, | 

Climbs againſt wrongs, and brightens into day. 

Tus unprophetic, lately miſinſpird, 

I ſung: gay flutt'ring hope my fancy fir'd ; 

Inly ſecure, through conſcious ſcorn of ill, 

Nor taught by wiſdom how to balance will, 

Raſhly deceiv'd, I ſaw no pits to ſhun, 

But thought 10 purpoſe and to aft were one 3 


Heedleſs what pointed cares pervert his Way, 
Whom caution arms not, and whom woes betray 3 
But now expos'd, and ſhrinking from diſtreſs, 
I fly to ſhelter, while the tempeſts preſs ; 
My Muſe to grief reſigns the varying tone, 
The raptures languiſh, and the numbers groan, 
O Memory! thou foul of joy and pain! 
Thou aQor of our paſſions o'er again; 
Why doſt chou aggravate the wretch's woe ? 
Why add continuous ſmart to ev'ry blow ? 
Few are my joys ;' alas, how ſoon forgot! 
On that kind quarter thou invad'ſit me not: 
- While ſharp and numberleſs my ſorrows fall 3 
Yet thou repeat'ſt and multiplieſt them all! 
Is chance a guilt? that my diſaſtrous heart, 
For miſchief never meant, mult ever ſmart? 
Can ſelf-defence. be lin Ah, plead no more l 
What tho' no purpos'd malice ſlain thee o'er, ; 0 
Had Heaven befriended thy unhappy fide, 
Thou had'ſt not been provok'd—or thou had'ft died. 
Far be the guilt of homeſhed blood from all 
On whom, unſought, embrailing dangers fall; 
Still the pale dead revives, and lives to me 
To me, through pity's eye condemn'd to ſee! 
Remembrance veils his rage, but ſwells his hate, 
Griev'd I forgive, and am grown cool too late. 


Young and unthoughtful then, who knows, one day, 


What ripening virtues might have made their way! 


(4) 

He might have liv'd till folly died in ſhame, | 
Till kindling wiſdom felt a thirſt for fame, 
He might perhaps his country's friend have prov'd; 
Both happy, generous, candid, and belov'd ; 
He might have ſav'd ſome worth now doom'd to fall; 
And I perchance, in him, have murder'd all. 

O fate of late repentance, always vain! 
Thy remedies but lull undying pain. 
Where ſhall my hope find reſt ?—No mother” s caro 
Shielded my infant innocence with prayer: | 
No father's. guardian hand my youth in 
Call'd forth my virtues, or from vice reſtrain'd, 
Is it not thine to ſnatch ſome pow'rful arm, 
Firſt to advance, then ſcreen from future harm? 
Am I return'd fron death, to live in pain 1 
Or would imperial pity fave i in vain? 
Diſtruſt it not—what blame can mercy find, 
Which gives at once a life, and rears a mind ? 

Mother miſcall'd, farewel !—of ſoul ſevere, 
This ſad reflection yet may force one tear: 
All I was wretched by, to you I ow'd ; 3 
Alone from ſtrangers ev'ry comfort flow'd! 


Loſt to the life you gave, your ſon no more, 
Ard now adopted, who was doom'd be fore. 
New-born, I may a nobler mother claim, 

But dare not whiſper her immortal name 
Supremely lovely, and ſerenely great! 
Majeſtic mother of a kneeling ſtate! 


(48) 


Queen of a people s heart, who ne'er before 
Agreed—yet now with one conſent adore! - 
One: conteſt yet remains in this deſire, "ig +] 
Who moſt ſhall give en e all OO ict 


FAITH AND REASON. 
WE Dr. YOUNG. | | 
ON D as we are, od juſtly ford, of F 1 


Reaſon, we grant, demands our firſt regard, 
The mother honour'd, as the daughter dear. 
Reaſon the root, fair faith is but the flow'r ; 

The fading flow'r ſhall die; but reaſon lives 
Immortal, as her Father i in the ſkies, 

When faith is virtue, reaſon makes it ſo. 

Wrong not the: Chriſtian ; ; think not reaſon your 32 
Tis reaſon that our Maſter holds ſo dear; 
Tis reaſon's injur'd ri ights His wrath reſents ; 
"Tis reaſon's voice obey'd His glories crown; 

To give loſt reaſon life, He pour'd his own; 
Believe, and.ſhew the reaſon of a man; 
Believe, and taſte the pleaſure of a God; 

Believe, and look with triumph on the tomb; 
Thro' reaſon's wounds alone thy faith can die: 


Which dying, tenfold terror gives to death, 
And dips in venom his twice-mortal ſting, 
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1* 8 grave A Droid = 
| Where : lowly | winds the ſtealing wave: 
The year's beſt ſweets ſhall duteous riſe, 
Io deck its poet's ſylvan grave! 
In yon deep bed of whiſpering reeds 
His airy harp ſhall now be laid, 
That he, whoſe heart in forrow bleeds, 

May love through life the ſoothing hade, 


Then maids and youths mall linger here, 
And, while its ſounds at diſtance ſwell, 
Shall ſadly ſeem in pity's ear 
To hear the woodland's pilgrim' $ knelt, 


Remembrance oft {hall havin the. Mare, 
When Thames in ſummer wreaths is dreſt, 
And oft ſuſpend the daſhing. oar 

To bid his gentle wore? "ons. 


And oft: as 275 and health retire 
To breezy lawn, or foreſt deep, 
Thy friend ſhall view von whitening ſpire, | 


And 'mid the varied landſcape weep ; 
Vo I. II. 7. E 


(ou) 
But thou, who own'lt that earthy bed; 
Ah! what will every dirge avail ? 
Or tears, which love and pity ſhed, 
That mourn beneath the gliding fal! | 


Yet lives chore one whoſe heedlefs eye | 
Shall ſcorn thy pale ſhrine glimm' ring near? 

With him, ſweet bard, may fancy die, 
And Joy deſert the Vn your” 


But thou, lorn fiream, whoſe fulle tide 
No ſedge-crown'd. ſiſters now attend, 
Now waft me from the green hills f fide, 


Whoſe cold turf hides the buried filed X 


And ſee, the fairy vallies fade, 1 

Dun night has veil'd the ſolemn view} _ 
Yet once again, dear parted ſhade, 
Meek nature's child, again adieu! 


The genial meads aff gn'd to bleſs 
Thy life, ſhall mourn thy early doom! 
Their hinds and ſhepherd girls ſhall dreſs 
Wich {imple hands thy rural tomb. 


Long, long thy ſtone and pointed clay. 

Shall melt the muſing Briton's eyes: 

O vales, and wild woods, ſhall he ſay, 
In yonder grave a Druid lies. 


i} 
| 


4 * 
® 


THE PROGRESS OF POESY. 


By Mr. GRAY. 


1. 10 
AWAKE, Aolian lyre, awake, 
And give to rapture all thy trembling eing. 

From Helicon's harmonious ſprings. 
A thouſand rills their mazy progreſs take: 
The laughing flow'rs that round them blow, 
Drink life and fragrance as they flow. 
Now the rich ſtream of muſic winds alopg, 
Deep, majeſtic, ſmooth, and ſtrong, £ 
Thro' verdant vales, and Ceres' golden reign: 2 
Now rolling down the ſteep amain, 
Headlong, impetuous, ſee it pour; 
The rocks and nodding groves rebellow to the roar. 

I. 2. 

O ſovereign of the willing ſoul, 
Parent of ſweet and ſolemn-breathing alrs, 
Enchanting ſhell! the ſullen cares 
And frantic paſſions bear thy ſoft controul; 
On Thracia's hills the Lord of War 
Has curb'd the fury of his car, | 
And dropp'd his thirſty lance at thy command, | 
Perching on the ſcepter'd hand. 
Of Jove, thy magic lulls the feather'd king 
With ruflled plumes, and flagging wing : 
Quench'd in dark clouds of ſlumber lie | 
The terror of his beak, and lightning of his eye. 
| E 2 


e 
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Thee the voice, the dance obey, 
Temper'd to thy warbled lay. | 
O'er Idalia's velvet green mo 
The roſy-crowned loves are deen 
On Cytherea's day, 
With antic ſports and weg ly pleaſures, 
Friſking light in frolic meaſures ; 
Now purſuing, now retreating, - 
Now in circling troops they meet; 5 
To briſk notes in cadence beating, 
Glance their many twinkling feet. 


Where'er ſhe turns, the Graces homage N. 
Wich arms ſublime that float upon the air, 
In gliding flate the wings her eafy way: 

O'er her warm cheek, and rifing boſom, move 


II. 1. 
Man' s feeble race what ills await ! 
Labour and penury, the racks of pain, 
Diſeaſe, and ſorrow's weeping train 
And death, ſad refuge from the ſtorms of fate! 
The fond complaint, my ſong, diſprove, ; 
And juſtify the laws of, Jove. 
Say, has he given in vain the heavenly muſe 5 
Night, and all her ſickly dews, | 
Her ſpettres wan, and birds of boding cry, 
He gives to range the dreary ky + . 


Slow melting ſtrains their Queen's approach declare: 


The bloom of young deſire, and purple 5 5 of love, 


ER Þ 
Till down the eaſtern cliffs afar 


Hyperion's march they ſpy, and glitt a1 ſhafts of War. 


II. 2: 
In climes beyond the ſolar road, 
Where ſhaggy forms o'er ice-built mountains roam, 
The Muſe has broke the twilight gloom, 
To cheer the ſhiv'ring native's dull abode, 
And oft, beneath the od'rous ſhade 
Of Chili's boundleſs foreſts laid, 
She deigns to hear the ſavage youth . 
In looſe numbers, wildly ſweet, _ 
Their feather-cinfur'd chiefs, and duſky rm 
Her track, where'er the goddeſs roves, 
Glory purſues, and gen'rous ſhame, 


The unconquerable mind, and freedom's holy flame, | | 


il 

Woods, that wave o'er Delphi's ſteep; 
Ifles, that crown th' AÆgean deep; 
| Fields, that cool Iliſſus laves, 
Or where Mzender's amber waves 
In ling'ring lab'rinths creep, _ 
How do your tuneful echoes languiſh, 
Mute but to the voice of anguiſh ! 
Where each old poetic'mountain 
Inſpiration breath'd around ; 
Ev'ry ſhade and hallow'd fountain 
| Murmur'd deep a ſolemn ſound z | 


Ez 
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Till the ſad Nine, in Greece's evil hour, 


Left their Parnaſſus for the Latian plains, 
Alike they ſcorn the pomp of tyrant pow'r; 
And coward vice, that revels in her chains. 


When Latium had her lofty ſpirit loſt, 


They * O Albion! next thy reelle coal, 


— 


II 4, 
Far from the ſun and key rims; 
In thy green lap was nature's darling laid, 


What time, where lucid Avon REY Ns 
To him the mighty mother did unveil 


Her awful face: the dauntleſs child 


Sͤtretch'd forth his little ; arms, and ſmil'd. 


This pencil take, ſhe ſaid, whoſe: colours Op: 


Richly paint the vernal year: 


Thine too theſe golden keys, immortal box S 
This can unlock the gates of joy; 


Of horror that, and thrilling fears, 


Or Fog the ſacred erer of. ſympathetic tears. | 
| . . | 123 | | i 
Not ſecond he, that rode ſublime | 

Upon the ſeraph wings of ecſtaſy,, 

The ſecrets of th' abyſs to ſpy. 


He paſs'd the flaming bounds of place and time; 3 


The living throne, the ſapphire blaze, 


Where angels tremble while they gare, 2 1 


He ſaw ; but, blaſted with exceſs of light, 
Clos'd bis 78. in endleſs night. 


MH „ff c . ee. SS. 


Behold, where Dryden' s leſs preſumptuous cat 
Wide o'er the fields of glory bear 
Two courſers of ethereal race, 


Wich necks in A cloth'd, and long reſounding pace. 


11 1. 95 

Hark his hands the lyre explore! 
Bright-eyed fancy, hov'ring oer, 
Scatters from her piftur'd urn 
Thoughts that breathe, and words that burn. 
But, ah! *tis heard no more — 
O lyre divine! what daring ſpirit 
Wakes thee now ? tho” he inherit 
Nor the pride, nor ample pinion, 
That the Theban eagle bear, 
Sailing with ſupreme dominion 
Thro? the azure deep of ar; 
Vet oft before his infant eyes would run 
Such forms as glitter in the Muſe's ray, 
With orient hues, unborrow'd of the ſuns n. 
Yet ſhall he mount, and keep his diſtant way 
Beyond the limits of a vulgar fate, 
Beneath the good how far—but far above the great 
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THE TEARS OF SCOTLAND. 
2 Dr. SMOLLETT. | 


ound, hapleſs Caledonia mourn 
Thy baniſh'd peace, thy laurels torn # 
Thy ſons, for valour long renown 'd, 
Lie flaughter'd en their native an x ; 
Thy hoſpitable roofs no more 
Invite the ſtranger to the door; 
In ſmoky ruins ſunk they lie, 
The monuments of eruelty. 


The wretched owner ſees, afar, 
His all become the prey of war: 


Bethinks him of his babes and wife 5 


Then ſmites his breaſt, and curſes lie. | 


Thuy ſwains are famifh'd on the rocks 


Where once they fed their wanton flocks : 
Thy raviſh'd virgins ſhriek in vain 3+ 
Thy inſants periſh on 5 5 ; 


What boots 1 It, then, i in ev ry clime, 1 : 
Thio- che wide · ſpreading waſte of time, 
Thy martial glory, crown'd with praiſe, 


Still ſhone with undiminiſh'd blaze? 


Thy tow'ring ſpirit now is broke, 
Thy neck is bended to the yoke ; 

W hat foreign arms could never quell, 
By civil rage and rancour fell, 


( 
The rural pipe, and merry lay, 
No more ſhall cheer the happy day: 
No ſocial ſcenes of gay delight + wa 
Beyuile che dreary winter night: 
No ſtrains but thoſe of ſorrow flow, 
And nought be heard but ſounds of woe; 
While the pale Phantoms of the ſlain 
Glide nightly, o'er the ſilent plain, 


Oh baneful cauſe, oh fatal morn, 
Accurs'd to ages yet unborn! . 
The ſons againſt their fathers flood; 
The parent ſhed his children's blood, i 
| Yet, when the rage of battle ceas'd, 
Ihe viſtor's ſoul was not appeas'd; 
The naked and forlorn muſt feel 
Devouring flames, and murd'ring ſteel ! 
The pious mother doom'd to death, 
Forſaken, wanders o'er the heathz 
The bleak wind whiſtles round her head, 
Her helpleſs orphans cry for bread ; 
Bereft-of ſhelter, food, and friend, 
She views the ſhades of night deſcend; 
And, ſtretch'd beneath th* inclement {kies, 
Weeps o'er her tender babes, and dies. 
Whilſt the warm blood bedews my veins, 
And unimpair'd remembrance reigns; 
Reſentment of my country's fate 
Within my filial breaſts ſhall beat; 
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His own low pleaſures and degenerate mind 3 : 6 


(&) 
And, ſpite of her inſulting foe, . 
My ſymphathiſing verſe. ſhall A . 
„ Mourn, hapleſs Caledonia, mourn 
Thy baniſh'd peace, bo i weels ann £65 
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By Mr. CRABBR, : 


ET why, you aſk, theſe humble crimes relate, 
Why make the poor as guilty as the orga | 


To ſhew the great, thoſe mightier ſons of e 


How near in vice the loweſt are allied; 

Such are their natures, and their paſſions ch 
But theſe diſguiſe too little, thoſe too much: 

So ſhall che man of pow'r and pleaſure ſee- + 
In his own flave a vile a wretgh as he, 

In his luxuriant lord the ſervant find 


And each in all, the kindred vices trace 
Of a poor, blind, bewilder' d, exring race; 3 
Who, a ſhort time in varied fortune ay 
Die, and are equal ; in the duſt at laſt. 54 
And you, ye poor, who ſtill lament your fate, 3 
Forbear to enyy choſe you reckon great 3: [45s 
And know, amid thoſe bleſſings they polleſs, - -- 
They are, like vou, the victims of diſtreſ; 
While ſloch with many a pang torments her I 
Fear waits on guilt, and danger ſhakes the brave. 


l. 


ob To: MIRTH, 
*. SMOLLETT. | 5 


JARENT of 30 1 8 irh! 
Whether of Venus or Aurora born! 
Yet Goddeſs ſure of heavenly birih, 
Viſit benign à ſom of grief forlorn : 
Thy glitt'ring colours gap 
Around him, Mirth, diſnlay; 
And o'er his raptur'd ſenſe 
Diffuſe thy living inflences | 
So ſhall each hill, in purer green array'd, — 
And flower-adorn'd in new-börn beauty glow; 


The grove ſhall ſmooth! the horrörs af the ſhade, | 


And fireatiis'in mürmurs ſhall forget to flow. 


| Shine Goddeſs, ſhine with unremitted-ray, 


And gild r ſecond _ vith W beam our day. 


Labour wh n his pain, 
And aged poverty can ſmile with thee; 
If chou be nigh, grief's hate is van, 
And weak th' uplifted, arm of — 
fe morning opes on hig 
His univerſal eye; 
And on the world doth pour 
His glories in a golden ſhow'r. 


5 W 85 05 5 He, "I 
Lo! Dal trembling "fore the hoſlle ray, 
Sbrinke to the cavern deep and wood forlorn: 
The brood obſcene, that own her gloomy ſway, 
5 "Ts in her rear, and ly th* approach of morn. 
Pale ſhiv'ring ghoſts, that dread th all-cheering light 
1 Quick 15 we Rags Haſh glide en ee 


6 rela then 005 guad'ving ben % © 
"That pours his purple ſtream 10 1 ; 


| Or er the long proſpet wr P 79 Z 1. 
Tis Mirth. I fee, her fit , B19) 1364 
In majelly of light, | 1 „ cd 
Witch laughter it her ſide. 15 4 LO 
Bright- eyed fancy hovering bear b OR: 
Wie waves her glancing wing in air.; one. 
And young vit flings his pointed 1 
That guiltleſs ſtrikes the Willing e ET 
Fear not, now affliction's pew' 7. 2 
Fer not nom wild paſſion's rage: 
Nor fear ye aught, in evil hour, 7 SN 
8078 the tardy hand of ages: i! 4 +117 
Now Mirth has heard. the ſuppliant poet's ar . 
No cloud that 5 che yo" en 10 ee air. 
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